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VERSES 


'ALL  THINGS  NEW' 

COME,  Spring  !     Build,  rooks  !     Bloom,  violets,   by 

the  way ; 

Primroses,  rise  to  meet  the  April  showers  mild  ; 
Come,  Spring !      More  sweet   with   gladness  grows 

each  day, 

As  should  each  child  ! 

Spring,  what  new  joy  hast  thou  prepared  for  me  ? 
What  flower,  to  speak  of  God's  especial  care  ? 
Each  flower  is  new  each  Spring  to  those  who  see 
And  love  what's  fair! 

B 


THE  OUTCAST 

OUTSIDE,  the  pigeons  took  their  gentle  flight 
From  roof  to  doorway,  by  the  old  Guildhall ; 
The  sunset  shimmered  on  the  paving-stones, 
Goldenly  glorious,  and  the  mid-day  crowd 
Passed,  as  it  ever  doth,  upon  its  way. 

Within,  a  woman  stood  entranced,  and  gazed 
At  Burnand's  picture  of  the  '  Prodigal,' 
Near  his  home-gate,  not  daring  to  go  in. 

Her  face  burnt  red  beneath  the  impious  paint 
That,  while  it  told  her  shame,  refused  to  tell 
Her  grief  and  sorrow.     Then  she  turned  away, 
Her  face  aglow,  her  heart  grown  great  with  grief. 
'  His  father  welcomed  him  with  words  of  love, 
With  words  of  hope.     But  is  there  hope,'  she  said, 
'  For  such  as  I  ? ' 
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And  all  the  weary  day 
A  careless  crowd,  with  heart  at  ease,  passed  on. 

But  she,  the  outcast  daughter  of  an  honest  home, 
Pondered  alone  the  mystery  of  sin  ; 
And  bore  its  weight  within  her  guilty  heart. 
She  passed  the  crowd  of  happy,  thoughtless  ones, 
Who  hurried  here  and  there,  and  glanced  with  scorn 
At  that  degraded  face,  from  whose  sad  eyes 
The  godlike  light  was  quenched  ;  and,  thanking  God, 
'  I  am  not  as  the  harlot,'  hurried  on. 

'  Women,  you  make  it  harder  every  day 
For  those  who  sin  to  leave  sin's  beaten  track  ! 
Meet  us  with  pity  ;  you  might  be  as  we 
Some    time  .  .  .  without    your    husbands   or   your 

homes. 

We  sell  our  peace.     Have  you  no  pity,  none  ? 
None  for  the  woman  who  must  watch  her  soul 
Daily  draw  nearer  to  its  awful  death  ; 
And,  when  'tis  dead,  have  nothing  left  to  watch 
Save  the  live  carcase  of  the  buried  soul  ? 

B  2 
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'  In  your  own  hands,  O  women  of  pure  lives, 
Lies  the  one  hope  for  women  such  as  I. 
Can  you  do  nothing  to  restrain  the  men 
Who  boast  their  love  into  your  willing  ears  ? 
Have  you  no  influence  to  save  your  sons 
From  the  live  death  of  vile  hypocrisy  ? ' 

So  she  walked  on,  and  had  not  hated  so 
Herself,  her  state,  her  tawdry  flummeries, 
For  many  a  month.     But  at  the  last  she  reached, 
Hungry  and  tired,  the  threshold  of  her  home. 
Here,  at  the  least,  was  where  to  hide  her  face. 

No,  for  the  door  was  locked  ;  her  home  was  gone  ! 
(The  unpaid  rent,  the  landlord's  hardened  heart !) 
No  place  remained  where  shame  and  she  could  rest. 
Slowly  she  wandered  through  the  streets  that  day. 

Then,  after  sunset,  when  the  night  was  near, 
Straight  to  the  Bridge  of  Sighs  she  took  her  way, 
The  very  stones  of  which  proclaim  the  war 
Of  good  and  evil,  lust  and  purity  ; 


THE   OUTCAST 

The  very  dust  of  which  is  consecrate, 
Crying  aloud  to  those  whose  ears  can  hear, 
'  Sin  sits  here  nightly.     Hither  bring  the  Cross. 
Cast  the  first  stone,  ye  sinless  ! ' 

All  the  night, 

Beneath  a  heaven  dark  with  gloomy  clouds, 
She  on  those  cold  unyielding  stones  inclined, 
While  in  a  million  homes  the  women  slept, 
Slumbered,  and  dreamed,  and  took  their  happy  rest. 

About  the  third  watch,  ere  the  morning  broke, 
It  chanced  she  lifted  up  her  hopeless  head. 
Behold,  above,  where  late  there  shone  no  star, 
One,  steadfast  as  God's  smile,  looked  in  her  eyes. 
One  ray  of  hope ! 

'  Outcast  from  all  the  world, 
God,  from  Whom  once  the  world  was  all  outcast, 
Remembers  me.  .  .  .  The  Father  met  his  Child 
With  words  of  hope.     But  is  there  hope  ?  '  she  said. 
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And  on  a  sudden,  all  her  childhood  passed 
Through   her   sad    mind,   and    called    her   heart   to 

tears. 

She  heard  the  rustle  underneath  the  eaves 
Of  the  thatched  cottage,  as  the  morning  dawned  ; 
The  twitter  of  the  swallows,  and  the  stir 
Amid  the  apple-blossom,  as  the  wind 
Shook  the  pink  petals  on  the  dewy  grass 
(As  wet  with  dew  as  were  the  feet  of  Christ 
With  tears  of  sorrow  from  a  contrite  heart !) 
She  watched  the  sunrise  brighten  in  the  East, 
And  heard  the  early  call  of  thrush  to  thrush. 
Far  in  the  distance,  outlined  on  the  sky, 
Dimly  and  dark,  she  saw  the  Minster  towers. 
And  just  behind  her  home  she  heard  the  swans 
That  yearly  build  beside  the  river,  call 
One  to  each  other,  as  the  wild-swan  spread 
To  meet  the  breeze  his  noble  snow-white  wings. 
And  down  the  garden  path  she  saw  the  buds 
Lifting  their  heads  to  greet  the  rising  sun  ; 
Primroses,  polyanthuses  and  daisies  red, 
Snowflakes,  and  stars  of  Bethlehem.     And,  yes  ! 
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The  blue  forget-me-nots  that  daily  plead 
(For  one  not  yet  forgotten)  Charity. 

'  Ah,  soon  the  lilies  !     Christ !     My  heart  will 
break!' 

Quickly  she  rose,  all  anxious  to  return. 


SOMETIMES 

SOMETIMES  hearts  must  hunger, 
Sometimes  eyes  must  weep, 

Sometimes  souls  that  struggle 
Moveless  peace  must  keep  ! 

Sometimes  minds  recalling 

Days  that  used  to  be, 
Must  forget  their  being — 

Ah  !  what  mystery ! 

Sometimes  tears  that  threatened 

Bitterness  and  woe 
Are  transformed  to  laughter 
Such  as  angels  know. 


SOMETIMES 

Sometimes  Love  and  Sorrow 
Walk  abroad  as  friends. 

Sometimes  Life's  beginning 
Starts  from  where  it  ends ! 


EDITH    MACPHERSON:    or  '  THE  HEART 
KNOWETH  ITS   OWN  BITTERNESS' 

'  Arthur  Macpherson  died  at  Cannes  last  night.' 

Is  this  the  truth,  or  doth  the  telegram 
Speak  but  in  mockery?     My  husband,  dead ? 

What  is  a  husband's  duty  ?     What  a  wife's  ? 
I  was  a  wife,  so  I  should  surely  know ! 

Edith  Macpherson,  why  have  you  no  tears 
To  shed  upon  a  husband's  grave?     No  grief? 
My  other  self,  I  call  you  from  the  past ! 
Reason  with  me,  and  hear  me  to  the  end. 
What  is  your  name  ? 

My  name  was  Edith  More. 


EDITH    MACPHERSON  n 

O  Edith  More,  tell  me  your  history  ! 
Whence  came  you  ?     Where  have  you  departed  now  ? 


They  said  that  I  was  beautiful ;  my  eyes 
Called  men  to  do  brave  deeds,  to  bear 
Much  that  was  hard,  and  just  for  love  of  me. 
They  said  that  I  was  heartless  !     Twas  a  lie. 


Well  I  remember  how  the  autumn  leaves 
Were  dropping  daily  from  the  chestnut  trees : 
Robins,  red-breasted,  growing  loud  in  song  : 
While  Death  called  Nature  to  her  yearly  sleep, 
And  Nature,  sad,  oppressed  with  summer's  heat, 
Responsive,  yearned  for  rest     The  blackberries 
Were  dropping  on  the  long  damp  autumn  grass  : 
The  knapweeds'  latest  blooms  were  almost  dead 
The  feverfew  was  showing  pale,  sad  flowers, 
Sad  as  the  autumn  sunlight,  pale  as  days 
Wakened  again  when  they  have  lain  asleep 
For  many  years,  and  asked  to  live  and  move. 
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.  .  .  The  partridges  were  growing  bold  and  pert 

At  sight  of  men.     The  harvest  was  well  in. 

Ah,  still  I  hear,  monotonous,  the  hum 

From   the   machines  that  threshed    the   chaff  from 

grain. 

Ah,  still  I  see,  above  the  autumn  hedge 
Across  the  fields  the  old,  grey,  square  church  tower. 
Edith  Macpherson,  thirty  years  ago, 
One  day  I  met  an  artist  in  the  lane. 

He  glanced  at  me.     What  is  there  in  a  glance  ? 
A  glance  ?     And  youth  the  time  for  very  love ! 
Ah,  holy  youth,  when  life  is  given  for  love  ! 
Ah,  selfish  youth,  when  love  is  asked  for  naught ! 

I  loved  him  ;  and  he  knew  it,  and  I  knew 
He  knew  I  loved  him  ;  and  he  loved  me  too ! 
That  month  was  very  bright.     When  I  arose 
I  whispered  low,  '  To-day  he'll  tell  his  love.' 
Each  night  I  sighed,  '  To-morrow  he  will  say, 
"  Edith  I  love  you  !     Will  you  love  me,  dear  ?  " 
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And  I  will  answer,  "  No  !  I  will  not  love  ! "  .  .  . 
And  when  his  eyes  are  full  of  grief  and  woe, 
Quickly  I'll  answer,  "  I  have  always  loved 
You.     And  I  love  you  now  and  evermore  ! 
Love  has  no  future  for  me,  Love  no  past ; 
Love  is  a  present  of  intensity 
So  deep,  that  if  Love  were  not  truly  Love, 
So  much  I  love,  I  should  be  terrified  ! " ' 

He  died.     He  died.     I  know  he  died.     He  died. 
I  heard  that  he  was  dead.  .  .  . 

Another  year 

Saw  me  pledged  wife  to  him  that  Edith  More 
Married  .  .  .  Arthur  Macpherson's  bride  and  wedded 

wife. 
Edith  Macpherson,  you  must  tell  the  rest ! 

Long  years  we  lived  together  ;  twenty  years. 
Was  life  the  joyful  thing  that  I  had  hoped  ? 
I  never  dreamt  that  life  could  tell  of  joy 
After  he  died. 
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I  merely  hoped,  '  Content, 
Sister  of  Happiness,  will  dwell  with  me ! 
I  will  be  quite  as  good  a  wife  to  him 
As  any  woman  to  another  man. 
I  will  take  care  of  him  when  he  is  sick  ; 
Comfort  him,  sad  ;  rejoice  in  all  his  joys. 
Perhaps,  in  the  unborn  future,  life  will  smile 
With  all  the  beauty  of  the  buried  past ! ' 


The  buried  past !     The  past  is  never  dead  ! 
It  lives  again  in  every  present  day ; 
Again  it  lives  right  through  the  future  years. 

Perhaps  he  bore  a  heart-ache,  as  I  bore. 
I  know  not.     All  I  know,  a  wedded  life 
Unblest  by  love  is  often  cursed  by  hate. 


Day  after  day  dragged  by.     Month  after  month. 
Year  after  year,  till  I  had  lived  a  score 
His  wedded  wife.     A  wife  without  a  heart. 


EDITH    MACPHERSON  i 

Then,  one  cold,  wintry,  drizzling  April  day 
We  separated,  and  he  went  to  Cannes. 
We  separated,  and  I  came  to  town. 

Now  he  is  dead.     The  man  whose  name  I  bear ; 
The  man  who  called  me,  yes,  who  called  me  '  Wife.' 
Not '  Edith,'  merely,  nor  '  my  darling  one," 
But '  Wife.' 

I  know  Remorse  well  now  !     Remorse, 
Too  wild  for  tears,  is  gnawing  at  my  heart. 
Here  are  two  lives,  which  the  great  Father-God 
Created  in  His  likeness,  for  His  praise, 
Marred,  wounded,  made  unholy  and  untrue, 
Ugly  and  selfish,  and  a  libel-lie 
Of  all  that  should  be  loveliest  in  life  ! 

Arthur !     I  know  it  was  my  fault  alone  ! 
If  I  had  opened  all  my  heart  to  you, 
Surely  you  would  have  said,  '  Although  your  love 
Is  not  what  I  had  hoped  for,  not  the  best, 
Still  it  is  love,  and  being  love,  deserves — 


16  EDITH    MACPHERSON 

Yes,  and  shall  have  ! — its  due  reward  of  love.' 
I  never,  in  my  pride,  removed  the  pall 
Over  my  love,  which  lay  in  silence  dead. 
Therefore  my  heart's  best  power  of  loving  died. 
Cursed  by  a  wife  who  loved  you  not,  you  loved 
Not  anywise  your  wife  who  loved  not  you. 

Now  you  are  dead  !     You  are  not  dead,  I  know  ! 
You  have  not  died,  before  I  said, '  I  love ! 
I  love  you,  Arthur,  with  a  love  so  strong ; 
Strong,  because  built  of  sorrow  and  of  pain  ! 
A  love  so  strong,  that  if  it  were  less  sad, 
Its  great  -intensity  would  terrify ! ' 

You  were  so  noble  when  I  married  you", 
Your  true  nobility  of  manliness 
Cannot  have  died  for  lack  of  very  love  ? 
Arthur,  I  love  you  ! 

Will  you  never  hear, 
And  never  answer,  '  Edith,  wife,  I  take 
The  love  you  offer  ;  and  its  bitterness 
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Is  sweet  to  me,  because  it  is  mine  own.' 
Shall  not  we  meet  at  last,  and  you  will  say, 
'  Edith,  I  love  you  !     We  are  man  and  wife ! ' 
Never,  for  you  are  dead  !     When  may  I  die  ? 

In  the  far  future,  shall  we  meet  and  gaze, 
Grief-stricken  eyes  in  eyes  dull  with  despair, 
Till  our  sad  hearts,  each  mingling,  find  a  joy, 
Bitter,  but  beautiful,  in  seeing  woe — 
Woe  for  each  other's  sake,  in  each  one's  soul  ? 
And  that  sad  joy,  strong  growing,  hoots  despair 
From  out  of  hearts  made  hideous  by  his  rule ! 
And,  speaking  soul  to  soul,  we  stand  and  look 
Into  each  other's  face,  and  grow  content, 
Knowing  the  £>ast  of  bitterness  forgiven  ? 
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ALCESTIS 

IF  I  could  bear  thy  grief, 
How  gladly  would  I  weep 
To  bring  thy  heart  relief! 

If  I  could  give  thee  sleep, 
How  gladly  would  I  wake 
That  thou  repose  might'st  reap 

If  I  could,  on  thy  part, 
Meet  the  cold  kiss  of  Death, 
I'd  offer  Death  my  heart— 
My  heart  to  Death  ! 


THE    SUNLIGHT   OF    FUTURITY 

THE  purple  mountains  faded  in  the  mist ; 
Moonless,  the  sky  loomed  black  behind  the  woods 
And,  starless,  frowned  a  warning  to  the  world  ; 
The  wakeful  waves  tapped  sadly  round  the  rocks, 
As  though  to  call  them  to  a  conference 
On  some  sad  secret,  burdensome  to  tell, 
Or  yearning  sympathy  for  hopeless  grief, 
That,  once  communicated,  only  caused 
The  hearer  heart-pangs  sore  and  multiplied, 
Nor  eased  the  teller. 

The  great  Cedar  House, 
Where  dwelt  the  King  of  Wisdom,  Solomon, 
Was  bright  with  torches  and  with  tapers  rare 
And  costly.     Silence  dominated  all. 
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The  harpers,  who  made  music  for  the  King, 
At  his  desire  had  ceased  and  left  the  room. 
Upon  his  hand,  the  King,  in  weariness, 
Leant  his  sad  brow,  and  mused  in  quietude. 

Attendants,  beautiful  and  kingly  born, 
Knelt  at  his  side,  and  held  for  him  a  scroll 
Of  close-writ  parchment ;  but  he  ceased  to  read. 
Around  his  couch  were  scattered  on  the  tiles 
Sweet  weeds  from  forests  far  and  unexplored 
And  dark  as  night-time  just  before  the  dawn  : 
Lilies,  from  rivers  where  the  sun  had  smiled 
Bright  on  their  faces  the  reflex  of  life  : 
Anemones  and  hyssop  :  these  the  King 
Had  gathered  far  and  wide,  when  he  began 
To  chronicle  and  name  the  plants  of  God. 

A  wondrous  Queen  stood  near,  (her  eyes 
Full  of  a  strange  sad  light,  that  seemed  to  gaze, 
Or  to  have  gazed,  right  into  Sorrow's  mind, 
And  read  there  mysteries  not  solely  sad), 
Watching  the  King,  and  pondering  silently, 


THE   SUNLIGHT   OF   FUTURITY        21 

At  length  :  '  O  King,  Possessor  of  the  gift, 
All-comprehensive  and  all-conquering, 
An  understanding  heart,  a  knowledge  wide, 
Deep  as  the  sea  that  skirts  thy  territories — 
I  pray  thee  tell  me,  why  art  thou  so  sad  ? ' 

Raising  his  noble  head,  the  King  replied  : 
'  O  Queen,  I  answer  thee,  not  for  thy  sake, 
But  for  thy  likeness  to  a  Maid  I  loved, 
In  far-off  years  irrevocably  dead  ! 
Thou  hast  her  eyes,  and  yet  her  eyes  were  glad  ; 
While  thine — alive  with  some  deep  sympathy 
For  all  who  suffer — almost  call  to  tears  ! 
I  am,  for  God  has  so  ordained,  most  wise  ; 
But  I  am  sad  because  my  soul  has  sinned.  .  .  . 

'  Others  have  sinned,  and  yet  again  may  smile  ? 
None  other  knew  his  sin,  a  loathsomeness, 
Foul  and  unholy,  and  beholding  it 
Showing  as  devilish  as  e'er  it  is 
Turned  and  embraced  it,  and  enthroned  it  god 
Of  his  whole  heart,  and  worshipped  it 
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In  all  its  hideousness,  not  once  alone, 
Again,  and  then  repented,  and  again, 
Recalling  it  from  banishment,  recrowned 
It  in  its  hatefulness,  his  nature's  king. 
Perhaps,  if  she  I  loved  had  chanced  to  live, 
It  had  been  otherwise  .  .  . 

But,  this  my  sin, 
How  can  my  heart  again  be  glad  ? ' 

The  Queen, 

With  dark  eyes  turned  upon  the  King,  wherein 
Gleamed  the  dim  sunlight  of  futurity, 
Questioned : 

'  Thou  dost  believe  in  sacrifice  ? ' 
'Tis  true  !     I  know  of  sacrifice  for  sin. 
But  blood  of  bulls  and  goats  can  bring  no  peace ! 
My  heart  yearns  ever  for  some  other  heart, 
Purer  than  mine,  wherein  my  heart  may  rest ; 
Some  soul  to  whom  my  soul  may  safely  say, 
"  Look  on  me,  foul,  and  turn  not  in  despair 
To  leave  me  to  endure  sin's  consequence, 
But  give  me  hope  of  purity  to  come  ! " ' 
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'  Hast  thou  no  hope  ? '  the  Queen  of  Sheba  said. 
'  Is  there  no  subject  in  thy  territories 
Made  strong  to  suffer,  and  by  suffering  tried, 
And  found  more  noble  for  that  suffering's  sake, 
Who,  comforted  himself,  could  comfort  thee  ? 
Is  thy  God  merciless  to  wipe  away 
Stains  that  debar  thee  from  life's  loveliness  ? 
This  longing  for  a  purity  His  own, 
Seemeth  to  me,  a  woman  though  I  be, 
And  therefore,  knowing  little,  unprepared 
To  teach  the  King  of  Wisdom,  Solomon  ! — 
This  hunger  for  a  purity  His  own, 
Shows  thee  not  totally  devoid  of  it ! 
If  thou  wert  dead  to  all  that  tells  of  God, 
Unholy,  and  unflinching  from  the  thought 
Of  evil,  and  desiring  that  alone, 

Then,  King,  thy  hopelessness  had  sure  good  ground  ! 
But  now,  thy  strong  desire  to  be  like  Him. 
Thy  Maker,  Who  doth  love  and  dower  thee 
With  needful  grace  to  lead  his  people  here ! 
I,  confidently  speaking,  dare  to  say 
That  in  the  far-off  future — not  at  once — 
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But  some  glad  day — the  true  light  shall  o'erflood 
Thy  darkened  heart,  and  fill  it,  as  at  dawn 
The  sunlight  floods  the  valleys,  and  the  hills 
Are  clothed  with  shining  beauty  in  its  rays ! 
How  can  it  be,  that  he  who  truly  seeks 
Shall  fail  to  find,  and,  having  found,  to  keep  ? 

'  I  think,  if  any  creature  came  to  me 
Saying,  "  Behold  my  utter  worthlessness, 
Yet,  of  thy  pity,  give  me  of  thy  grace," 
I  would,  in  gladness,  offer  him  my  own  ! 
I  am  a  feeble  woman ;  God  is  strong.' 

The  torches  flickered  in  the  chill  night  air  ; 
Outside,  the  growing  hurricane  increased. 
The  waves  beat  anxiously  against  the  rocks, 
Asking  an  answer  to  anxiety. 

The  seabirds  screamed  above  the  wind-tossed  woods. 
The  mountain  tops  grew  clear  against  the  sky  ; 
For,  in  the  distance,  far  behind  the  hills, 
The  moon  was  rising  on  the  weary  night. 


ELAINE 

BRING  me  forget-me-nots  when  I  lie  dead, 

Blue  as  the  sky  through  which  my  spirit  bright 

Shall  pass  ;  blue,  happy  flowers,  with  buds  as  red 
As  sunrise  clouds  enraptured  with  the  light. 

As  sunrise  clouds  enraptured  with  the  light 
Glad  be  the  latest  smile  my  lips  shall  wear, 

Remembering  all  my  grief  and  my  delight, 

When  I'm  at  rest  from  Love  and  from  Despair. 

When  I'm  at  rest  from  Love  and  from  Despair, 
Bring  me  forget-me-nots,  that  Angels  see 

One  who  remembered  Grief  and  Love  can  dare 
Clasp  close  those  memories  eternally ! 
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THE  LAD  YE  MOON 

THE  Ladye  Moon  looks  down  in  peace 

Over  the  restless  town. 
In  heaven's  blue  her  dwelling  is, 

Star-spangled  is  her  gown  ; 
With  clouds  she  holdeth  holiday 
Until  the  dark  doth  glide  away. 

The  Ladye  Moon  looks  down  unmoved 

On  every  joy  below. 
Hath  she  her  chalice  drained  of  bliss, 

Hath  she  forgotten  woe, 
That  she  can  read,  so  calmly  pale, 
The  World's  long,  sad,  mysterious  tale  ? 

The  Ladye  Moon  looks  down  unmoved, 
Night  after  night,  from  midnight  skies. 
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She  counteth  every  tear  that  falls 

From  grief-bestricken  human  eyes. 
O  Ladye  Moon,  I  pray  thee,  keep 
The  counsel  close  of  those  who  weep  ! 
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TOTTENHAM  COURT  ROAD 

IN  that  far  meadow  by  the  water-side 

Now  Spring  is  here, 
I'd  show  you  (Ah  !  if  I  might  be  your  guide  !) 

Beside  the  clear 

Glad  water  flowing  onward,  here  and  there 
A  cowslip,  'mid  the  green  grass  blades, 
A  cowslip,  growing  in  the  quiet  shades. 

Tis  true,  we  should  disturb  the  shy  wild  duck, 

Forth  they  would  fly. 
Three  magpies  we  might  see,  to  bring  us  luck 

For  by-and-by. 

Imagine — can  you  ?     In  this  London  street 
You  smell  the  cowslip's  scent,  delicious,  sweet. 
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TRIOLETS 

GLADLY  we  greet  thee, 
Soft-breathing  Spring ! 

Merrily,  meetly, 

Gladly  we  greet  thee  ! 

Ah  !     Pass  not  fleetly — 
Who's  following  ? 

Gladly  we  greet  thee, 
Soft-breathing  Spring ! 

Hast  thou  a  sorrow, 
Spring,  Ladye  mine  ? 

Let  me  it  borrow  ! 

Hast  thou  a  sorrow  ? 

Weep  it  to-morrow ! 
While  the  sun  shine 

Hast  thou  a  sorrow, 
Spring,  Ladye  mine  ? 


MIDSUMMER 

THE  wind  among  the  elm  trees  gently  sighed, 
A  shower  of  wild-rose  petals  fell, 

The  new-mown  grass  first  shuddered,  and  then  died, 
And  from  the  village  church  the  organ's  swell 
Mingled  with  echoes  of  the  evening  bell. 

My  heart  in  peace  rejoiced,  free  from  alarm, 
And  sweet  remembrances  of  Spring 

Entwined  with  hopes  of  coming  Autumn's  calm  ; 
Nor  paused  I  to  enquire  if  Winter  bring, 
With  frost  and  snow,  a  cause  for  sorrowing. 


BALLADE  OF  A  UTUMN 

THE  warm  west  wind  from  Autumn  seas 
With  buoyant  merry  movement  springs 

To  carry  on  unfaltering  breeze 

That  late  has  tossed  the  seagulls'  wings 
Inland,  a  Song  of  Many  Things, 

That — did  we  hear — would  leave  us  brave  : 
Till,  like  dead  Hope,  himself  he  flings 

Weary  and  worn,  into  his  grave. 

The  Harvest  Moon  smiles  on  the  trees 
Around  whose  trunks  the  ivy  clings, 

Under  whose  shades  the  white  owl  flees 
While  through  the  air  her  hooting  rings 
As  to  her  owlets  home  she  brings 

Some  prey  the  darkness  did  not  save  : 
But  fades  (ere  yet  the  first  lark  sings) 

Weary  and  worn,  into  her  grave. 
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The  sunflowers  listen  for  the  bees, 

That,  bent  on  gain,  forget  their  stings  ; 

But  early  frosts  their  ardour  freeze 
For  storing  sweets  ;  their  wanderings 
Then  pass  to  mere  rememberings 

Of  honied  joys  to  which  they  clave : 
They  sink — how  sad  their  perishings  !— 

Weary  and  worn,  into  their  grave. 

Envoy 

O  Maiden,  with  life's  rosy  strings 

Bind  not  thy  heart  (though  bonds  thou  crave), 
Lest  thou,  too,  sink,  past  comfortings, 

Weary  and  worn,  into  thy  grave  ! 
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MIDWINTER 

THE  wind  among  the  elm  trees  moaned  and  sighed, 
A  shower  of  shining  snow-flakes  fell ; 

Trembled  the  chilly  river's  icy  tide, 

And  muffled  peals,  with  sad,  pathetic  knell, 
The  Old  Year's  age  and  death  began  to  tell. 

My  heart  in  silence  listened,  and  in  pain ; 

Then  Summer's  memories  arose 
To  waken  hopes  of  happiness  again 

And  taunt  me  with  their  promise  of  repose. 

Calmly  I  turned  to  meet  the  winter's  snows. 
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LITTLE  BETTY 

I 

LITTLE  Betty  watched  me  reaping. 

Romping  girl 

— Steal  a  curl 
'Mid  her  golden  ringlets  sleeping. 

Little  Betty  would  not  spare  it ! 

— Not  just  one  ? 

I'd  begun 
Thinking — could  I — should  I — dare  it  ? 

Little  Betty's  eyes  were  filling, 

Bright  with  dew. 

Would  not  you 
Have  seized  it,  when  she  looked  so  killing  ? 
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II 

Little  Betty  lies  so  quiet, 

Now's  the  chance — 

Pipe  nor  dance 
Would  awaken  her,  nor  riot. 

Little  Betty  died  last  morning, 

When  the  moon 

Faded,  soon 
Before  the  birds'  songs  hailed  the  dawning. 

Little  Betty— shall  I  take  it  ? 

No,  my  pretty, 

Deepest  pity 
Bids  me  kiss  you — and  forsake  it. 
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THE  CHOICE 

THE  red,  red  rose  is  Love, 

The  white  rose  only  Death. 

The  sweetbrier's  scent  from  heaven  above 
Is  surely  Angels'  breath  ; 

The  mossrose,  Truth  (but  halfly  hid 

To  those  Earth's  mockeries  amid.) 

Take  the  red  rose,  for  Love  will  last 
When  Truth's  fulfilled  and  Death  is  past ! 
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VILLANELLE 

IF  Love  be  dead, 

O  Man,  no  longer  mourn,  but  rest ! 
Tend  Hope  instead. 

Robe  her  in  red, 

Wreathe  ruddy  roses  round  her  breast, 
If  Love  be  dead  ! 

Hath  thine  heart  bled, 
Hearing  the  news  at  length  confest  ? 
Tend  Hope  instead  ! 

Thy  sad  soul  spread 
Before  her,  waiting  to  be  blest, 
If  Love  be  dead  ( 
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Lift  up  thine  head, 
Be  not  by  sorrow  so  opprest ; 
Tend  Hope  instead ! 

Nor  be  it  said, 

'  He  loved  his  own  wild  will  the  best.' 
If  Love  be  dead, 
Tend  Hope  instead  ! 
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MORE  SWEET  THAN  SUMMER  SUNRISE 

MORE  sweet  than  summer  sunrise,  and  the  song 

Of  birds  before  the  dawn,  the  very  thought 
That  Love  and  I  have  friendship  sworn  lifelong, 
More  sweet ! 

More  sad  than  any  tears  upon  the  grave 

Of  one  we  loved  and  lost,  rememb'ring  this, 

Love  brings  no  joy,  although  he  comes  to  save. 

More  sad ! 

More  peaceful  than  the  silence  of  midnight, 

The  thought  that  some  day  Love  will  claim  his  own, 
His  own  by  choice,  and  by  unchanging  right, 
In  peace. 


GIFTS 

HERE'S  a  red  rose  for  my  Love  ! 
Here's  a  white  rose  for  the  Dead 
(Roses  white,  and  roses  red). 
O,  do  not  weep 
For  those  who  sleep  ! 

Here's  a  lily  for  the  Living, 
Here's  dark  yew  for  the  Dead  ! 
O,  do  not  weep 
For  those  who  sleep ! 

My  Love,  he  brought  me  sweetbrier, 

Forget-me-nots,  and  may, 
Roses  white,  and  roses  red, 
All  on  my  wedding-day. 
O,  do  not  weep 
For  those  who  sleep. 


THE  ANSWER 

I  HAVE  no  song  for  thee  ;  I  have  no  heart 

Ready  to  beat  with  thine  ;  thy  tears  ne'er  drew 
Tears  from  my  eyes  ;  take  from  me,  ere  we  part, 
Roses  and  rosemary  and  rue. 

Because  I  have  no  love  thy  love  to  meet 

I  give  thee  roses  ;  if  I  \ov€d  true 
As  thou,  Life's  perfume  would  outsweet 
Roses  and  rosemary  and  rue  ! 

I  can  forget ;  but  thou  (whose  memory 

Is  clear  as  crystal,  not  as  morning  dew) 
Rememb'rest  ever.     Take  thee  rosemary, 
Roses,  and  rosemary,  and  rue. 

Oh,  if  I  could  but  love  thee  !     Prithee,  take 

This  herb  of  bitterness,  which  doth  bestrew 
My  path  !     I  treasure  (precious  for  thy  sake) 
Roses  and  rosemary  and  rue. 


' LISTENING  ENVY  DROPS  HER 
SNAKES'     (Pope} 

HORRIDLY  hissed  the  snakes  about  her  head, 

Wreathed  in  a  tangled  coil ; 
Her  lurid  eyes  each  creature's  joy 

With  watching  seemed  to  spoil ; 
E'en  as  she  turned  to  gaze  the  bliss  would  cloy ; 
Peace  pleased  her  not,  she  revelled  in  turmoil. 

Tunefully  played  the  youth  upon  his  harp 

Past  her  abode  of  hate  ; 
Singing  in  praise  of  Love,  that  summer  day. 

'  Standing  without  her  gate 
O  noble  Love,  Death's  spoiler,  see  thy  prey ! 
Her  soul  with  love  o'erfill  and  satiate  ! ' 
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Silently  slipped  the  snakes  upon  the  stones, 

Untwined,  to  slowly  die  ; 
While  longing,  loveless  eyes  to  Heaven  she  raised  ; 

Where  might  she  hope  espy  ? 
Love  in  her  soul  awaked,  e'en  as  she  gazed, 
And  from  her  heart  to  Love  burst  forth  a  cry. 
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SONG 

ONLY  a  smile  in  silence 

While  the  sunlight  dies  away  : 
Only  the  hope  that  to-morrow 

My  Love  will  answer  '  Yea.' 

Only  the  latest  petal 

Of  a  faded  rose  once  sweet : 
Only  Love's  Dream  to  remember 

Till  once  again  we  greet. 
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SESTINA    OF  SLEEP 

I  SAW  the  water-lily's  petals  close, 
The  dragonfly,  joy-sated,  fold  his  wings, 
The  '  water-boatmen  '  hurry  to  the  shore, 
The  cold  toad  crawl  beneath  the  willow  tree, 
Perched  on  one  leg,  the  robin,  feigning  sleep, 
And  a  bat  flutter  quickly  o'er  the  stream. 

I  watched  the  patient  ripple  of  the  stream, 
So  slow,  it  seemed  to  shun  the  sea,  its  close ; 
And,  like  the  lily,  longed  to  court  sweet  Sleep. 
I  softly  prayed  that  Guardian  Angels'  wings 
Might  shade  my  soul.     Whispered  the  willow  tree, 
'  Breathe  gently,  breeze,  that  bloweth  from  the  shore. 

Yearning  for  sleep,  I  scanned  the  further  shore. 
Right  in  my  path  still  rolled  the  singing  stream, 
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Hurrying  past  the  weeping  willow  tree, 
To  whose  sweet  sorrow  never  cometh  close, 
Never  an  end.     But  she  had  spread  her  wings, 
And  unavailing  were  my  prayers  for  Sleep  ! 

Yes,  rudely  spurning  me,  once  gentle  Sleep 
From  my  embraces  to  the  other  shore 
Fled,  calling  dreams  to  open  wayward  wings 
And  follow  her,  their  queen,  across  the  stream  ; 
Or,  if  they  wished  to  stay,  their  books  to  close, 
Written  on  dead  leaves  plucked  from  Wisdom's  tree. 

Softly  upon  me,  from  the  willow  tree 
Dropped  rustling  leaves.     I  did  solicit  Sleep 
Kindly  to  come,  ere  Night's  dark  reign  should  close. 
She,  taunting,  whispered  from  the  glimmering  shore, 
'  Come  thou  across  this  weary  rippling  stream  ! 
Forsake  thy  resting-place.     Hast  thou  no  wings  ? ' 

I  whispered  wearily,  '  I  have  no  wings  ! ' 
Murmured  consolingly  the  willow  tree, 
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Casting  her  dead  leaves  to  the  sleepy  stream, 
'  Patiently  wait.     Oft  have  I  known  coy  Sleep, 
Back-glancing  from  that  far-off  further  shore, 
Relentingly  return  before  Night's  close.' 

Before  Night's  close,  spreading  her  dusky  wings, 
She  left  the  shore,  and  past  the  willow  tree 
Calmly  came  Sleep  across  the  rippling  stream. 
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REMBRANDT S   'MAN  IN  ARMOUR' 

THOSE  serve  their  King  who  know  the  word  '  obey,' 
With  all  its  hunger,  all  its  serious  thirst. 

Those  serve  Him  well  who,  troubled  with  dismay, 
Yet  stand  unshrinking,  while  the  hour  accurst 

Creeps  on,  that  proveth  of  what  metal  made 

Their  armour,  helmet,  shield  and  battle-blade. 

Full  many  a  year  I  in  His  band  have  been, 
Yet  never  given,  nor  received,  a  blow ; 

My  shield  is  strong,  my  sword  is  bright  and  keen, 
My  eager  heart  would  conquer  every  foe  ; 

How  shall  I  quit  me  when  the  day  is  here, 

Shall  I  be  red  with  blood,  or  white  with  fear  ? 

I  would  be  silent  (for  in  silence  best 

Is  heard  the  clear  command),  and  I  would  aim 
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Straight  to  the  heart.     To  God  I'd  leave  the  rest, 

Success  or  failure ;  it  would  be  the  same, 
So  that  my  King  could  look  on  me,  and  say, 
'  Well  done,  my  servant,  who  could'st  well  obey  ! ' 


MAMMON 

GREEDILY  grasping  Gold  I  sit, 

I,  Mammon,  the  Lord  of  the  Earth. 
Not  a  tear  do  I  shed  for  woe, 

I  have  no  smile  for  mirth  ! 
Greedily  grasping  Gold  I  sit 

From  morning  till  night  is  near ; 
From  East  to  West  the  shadows  flit, 

But  I  am  always  here. 

Gold  buys  blood,  and  Gold  buys  flesh, 

Gold  buys  art  and  song  ; 
Gold  buys  wife  and  Gold  buys  fame, 

And  these  to  me  belong  ! 
I  am  Lord  (for  even  Love 

Bows  to  my  decree  ! ) 
Men  and  Women,  ere  you  pass, 

Kneel  and  worship  me  ! 


<HE   GIVETH  HIS  BELOVED  SLEEP' 

THE  still  trees  slept,  the  bees  had  gone  to  rest, 

The  bats'  shrill  cries  and  hedgehogs'  squeaks  were 

heard. 

The  Baby's  sobs  were  soothed,  on  Mother's  breast 
She  smiling  slept,  and  only  gently  stirred 
When  in  her  dreams  the  Angels,  stately-calm, 
Bent  down  to  shield  the  little  one  from  harm. 

The  stars  peeped  down  at  Baby's  tiny  face, 
Her  weary  Father  blest  and  kissed  the  Child, 
Her  Mother  knelt  and  prayed  for  greater  grace 
To  guide  the  little  feet  across  this  wild  ; 
And  He,  Who  slumbereth  not,  did  safely  keep 
The  Father,  Mother,  Child  in  holy  sleep. 
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THIS  IS  MY  PAIN 

THIS  is  my  pain,  that  this  my  heart,  which  wept 
Tears  of  delight  and  woe,  is  quiet  now 

As  any  child,  who  hath  lain  down  and  slept, 
And  sleepeth  still,  with  undisturbed  brow. 

This  is  my  pain — my  heart,  which  once  foretold 
Almost  before  my  ears,  her  footsteps  near, 

Ne'er  glows  with  conscious  pleasure,  as  of  old, 
But  beats  with  cold  disdain  of  joy  or  fear. 

Was  it  for  this  my  early  youth  was  born, 
Only  to  love,  and  then  its  love  forget  ? 

This  is  the  pain  which  bears  its  meed  of  scorn  ; 
Remembering  it,  my  waiting  eyes  grow  wet. 
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LOVE   LIES  ASLEEP 

LOVE  lies  asleep, 

And  on  his  quiet  face 
Awe-struck,  I  trace 

The  impress  deep 

Of  Death's  cold  kiss. 

Shall  I  my  Love  awake 
And  farewell  take 

Of  him  and  bliss, 

Or  leave  stern  Death  his  prize  to  keep  ? 
Love  lies  asleep. 
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MARIANA 

LOVE  and  my  Soul  have  met,  I  know, 
Once,  in  the  silent  Long-Ago. 

What  was  Love's  parting  word  to  me  ? 
He  only  whispered  solemnly  : 
'  Farewell !     We  meet  again  !     Sorrow 
Must  touch  thy  heart  until  it  glow 
With  fire  that  cleanseth  earthly  woe. 
Till  then,  I  cannot  rest  with  thee  ! ' 
He  smiled,  and  left  me  joyful,  so 
Love  and  my  Soul  have  met,  I  know. 

But  joy  gave  place  to  misery 

As  Love  foretold  a  change  should  be, 

Once,  in  the  silent  Long-Ago. 
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And  now  the  evenings  longer  grow, 

The  birds  that  sang  with  morning  glee 

Are  hush'd,  and  roosting  happily. 

The  flowers  are  closed,  and  gloriously 

Westward  the  sun  is  sinking  low. 

'  Farewell !     We  meet  again,'  said  he, 
'  After  thy  heart  hath  tasted  woe  ! ' 

Because  my  heart  and  grief  agree 

Love  and  my  Soul  have  met,  I  know. 

Once,  in  the  silent  Long- Ago, 

Love  and  my  Soul  have  met,  I  know. 


ORPHEUS 

ETERNAL  presence  of  an  utter  loss 
Is  mine.     The  daily  waking  from  a  sleep 
Still,  silent,  undisturbed  by  dreams  of  joy, 
But  shadeless  of  the  weariness  of  grief — 
Such  the  contempt  the  gods  on  me  have  rained  ! 

Ye  think  to  win  from  me  such  sacrifice 
As  greeted  once  your  greedy  ears  !     But  now 
My  harp  is  ever  silent,  yea,  as  death, 
E'en  as  the  death  to  which  ye  snatched  my  wife. 
My  harp  hangs  silent,  speechless,  uncaressed. 
Shall  I,  to  waft  sweet  praises  to  your  halls, 
Embrace  it  once  again  ?     Death-lovers,  no ! 

That  life !     As  fresh  and  beautiful  as  Spring- 
Spring,  when  the  wind  is  sobbing  symphonies 
Among  the  tree-tops  waked  to  ecstasy ; 
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Sweet  violets  breathing  messages  of  love 

To  grass  more  graceful  in  its  hoverings 

Than  ferns  just  wakened  from  their  winter  sleep ; 

The  birds  new  rapture  telling  in  their  songs  ; 

The  wind-flowers  whispering  love-songs  to  the  wind — 

When,  with  my  harp,  the  gift  of  gods  sublime, 

I  waited,  where  the  waters  meet  to  kiss. 

K 

She  stept,  slow  pausing,  as  in  holy  thought, 
Forth  from  the  rushes  by  the  stream  that  sang, 
Bubbling  with  self-sufficing  industry, 
Bearing  upon  its  forehead  to  the  seas, 
Her  mirage — such  a  reflex  beautiful 
Erewhile  was  never  thine !     And  yet  no  stone 
Lay  in  thy  way,  impelling  thee  to  wait 
And  study  all  her  beauty  at  thy  will ! 
But  as  I  gazed,  still  wrapped  in  wonderment 
That  the  great  gods  had  deigned  to  mould  a  form 
So  far  surpassing  all  in  truest  grace, 
She  turned,  and  seeing  all  my  eyes  on  her 
Blushed  rosy  as  the  sunrise  sky  at  morn. 
I  took  my  harp,  and,  breathing  first  a  prayer 
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To  Aphrodite,  goddess  of  all  love, 

And  one  to  wise  Athene,  holy  maid, 

Giver  of  wisdom  to  the  soul  who  yearns, 

Struck  three  sad  chords,  whereat  my  own  heart  bled  ; 

Played  on,  and  mourned  my  soul's  anxiety 

To  her  who  listened,  wrapped  and  unamazed. 

Softly  I  spoke  to  her  with  Music's  voice  : 

Told  of  my  lonely  desolation,  free 

From  bonds  of  love,  and  how  my  soul  had  lived 

Bright  in  the  joy  that  springs  from  sunshine  bright, 

Calm  in  the  chilly  atmosphere  when  storms 

Have  swept  across  the  mountains  and  the  woods. 

My  harp  became  my  heart,  and  that  sang  '  Love ' ! 

And  telling  of  that  love,  my  harp-strings  burst 

And  I  lay  silent,  daring  not  to  speak, 

Exhausted  with  the  agony  of  hope. 

O  Zeus !  Thou  daredst  to  drag  her  from  my  arms, 
Thief-like,  while  I  was  absent  from  my  home ! 
Is  it,  O  Zeus,  fitting  a  god  should  creep, 
All  unsuspected,  nearer  than  the  light  ? 
That  only  shone  upon  her  !     When  she  walked 
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She  stept  through  sunbeams ;  when  she  stayed,  she  sat 

Wreathed  in  embraces  from  the  other  world. 

Ethereal,  more  beautiful  than  love, 

Worthy  of  all  due  worship,  was  she  deemed 

By  all  but  thou,  who  crept  into  her  heart  ; 

And  that,  which  once  was  mine,  became  thine  own  ; 

So  that,  when  thou  didst  call  '  Eurydice, 

Hasten  to  Hades,  to  the  nether  world 

Guarded  by  Cerberus  and  blackest  night,' 

To  thy  command  she  listened,  and  obeyed  ; 

She  left  my  home  untended,  and  no  word 

Behind  her,  saying  thus  :  '  I  loathed  to  go  ... 

My  heart  is  still  thine  own,  I  will  return.' 

Left  she  no  token  that  her  heart  was  mine  ? 
Tis  true,  she  wreathed  my  harp  with  pale  heartsease, 
White  as  her  own  fair  skin,  with  sad,  kind  eyes.  .  .  . 

Great  Zeus,  thou  seest  all  her  loveliness : 
Thou  knowest  that  her  heart  regards  thyself 
The  centre  of  all  worship  and  all  love. 
See  me,  more  dark  with  hate  to  the  high  gods 
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Than  pining  slave  all  hideous  with  disease 
And  shunned  upon  the  vigil  of  his  death. 
Behold  me,  formed  by  thee,  and  by  thy  hand 
Dowered  with  gifts  to  tell  the  waiting  world 
Of  thine  omniscience. 

Awful  Zeus,  my  heart 
Shall  be  thine  own,  as  is  Eurydice's, 
If  thou,  repenting  thy  severity, 
Wilt  grant  her  to  my  home  for  one  short  year ! 
Then  shall  she  whisper  of  thy  purposes. 
Then,  as  the  shy  moon  lightens  all  the  shades 
Of  silent  night  with  radiance  all  her  own, 
So  shall  Eurydice's  sweet  speaking  eyes 
Smile  into  mine,  and  her  all-gentle  heart 
Shall,  beating  on  my  own,  invest  with  faith 
This  stone  that  drags  me  back  from  holiness. 
Then  will  I  take  my  harp,  and  my  sad  soul, 
Breathed  to  a  braver  life,  shall  speak  of  thee  ! 

So  muttered  Orpheus  madly,  till,  at  last, 
Seeing  that  Zeus  replied  not,  he  once  more 
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Took  his  neglected  harp  from  where  it  hung 
Still  wreathed  with  heartsease,  to  his  broken  heart, 
And,  when  the  stars  shone  clear,  one  Autumn  night, 
Started  to  beg  from  Pluto  and  the  grave 
His  wife,  the  loved  and  lost  Eurydice. 
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SWEET  SLEEP 

SWEET  Sleep,  that  in  the  closing  of  the  eye 

Causeth  all  grief  to  die ! 
Sweet  Sleep,  that  in  the  silence  of  the  night 

Brings  back  delight ! 
Sleep,  calmer  than  the  summer  morning's  breath, 

Sleep  of  sweet  Death. 


THE  MAN  BEHIND 

WHO  ordered  '  Halt ! '     Who  fears  the  fray  ? 

Who  doubts  our  Captain  knows  his  mind  ? 
Who  quavers,  '  Wrong  must  win  the  day ! '  ? 

The  Man  Behind. 
Up  to  the  front !     Awake  !  and  see 

The  sunrise  shine  on  Victory  ! 

You  there  behind  !     The  battle  groan 
Sounds  more  terrific  in  your  ears 

Because  you  lurk  behind,  alone 
Amid  your  fears ! 

Up  to  the  Front,  the  battle  face  ! 

Stand  not  inert,  but  seize  your  place  ! 
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REJOICE ! 

REJOICE,  because  the  path  is  hard 

That  thy  feet  tread. 
Thy  childish  joy  indeed  is  marr'd, 

Wounded  and  dead. 
Sweet  Sorrow's  joy  awaits  thy  soul ; 

She  standeth  at  the  distant  goal. 


Rejoice,  because  the  sun's  fierce  rays 

Make  thine  eyes  smart. 
Go  onward  ;  he  who  feels  the  blaze 

Shall  have  his  part 
In  evening's  dewy  coolness  mild, 

And  he  shall  sleep,  as  sleeps  the  child. 
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Rejoice,  because  a  Dawn  shall  break, 

So  calm,  so  fair  ; 
And  as  a  child  shalt  thou  awake 

All  unaware 
Of  those  sad  tears  that  thou  hast  shed  ; 

Thy  joy,  though  sleeping,  is  not  dead  ! 
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WISHES 

I  WOULD  of  cowslips  from  the  chalky  down 

Weave  me  a  crown  ; 
Or  gather  pasque  flowers  at  glad  Eastertide 

On  the  hillside. 
I  would  the  jessamine  that  smells  so  sweet 

Grew  round  my  feet. 
I  wish,  at  midnight,  when  the  world's  asleep, 

That  none  need  weep. 


FRIENDSHIP 

IF  the  chill  winds  of  Fortune  freeze 
The  gladness  of  thy  spring, 

Leaving  a  summer  flowerless  : 
Roses  I'll  bring ! 

If  the  sad  autumn  creep  apace 

Over  thy  harvest-field, 
Blighting  the  summer's  promises  : 

My  sheaves  I'll  yield  ! 

If  thy  life's  winter  seem  so  dark, 
Not  even  stars  may  shine  : 

I'll  lend  the  brightness  of  my  hope 
To  kindle  thine  ! 
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A   LEGEND 

THE  shade  of  Eden's  bowers  denied  to  Man, 
He  wandered  forth  to  seek  another  home 
With  Eve,  his  Help-meet. 

At  the  Garden  Gate 

The  Lord  placed  Angels,  each  with  flaming  sword, 
Lest  Man,  rebellious,  should  re-take  by  force 
What  God  denied,  and,  knowing,  be  as  God. 

Creation,  sorrowing,  wept  for  Adam's  fall. 
The  darkest  night  that  e'er  enwrapped  the  Earth 
With  shadowy  cloak,  fell  on  that  Garden  fair. 
The  creatures,  groaning,  hied  them  to  their  dens  : 
The  grass  was  thick  with  Nature's  dewy  tears  : 
The  flowers  sadly  drooped  their  heads  to  sleep  : 
The  golden  roses  waited  long  for  Eve 


A    LEGEND  69 

To  pass,  and  when  she  passed,  to  praise  their  hue, 

To  choose  among  the  opening  buds  one  flower 

Worthy  to  grace  our  Mother's  lovely  brow : 

The  birds'  sweet  songs  were  hushed  ;  in  grief,  the  stars 

Veiled  all  their  faces  in  a  dew  of  tears  : 

And  when  the  morning  should  have  dawned,  the  sun, 

Oppressed  with  grief,  his  face  forbore  to  show. 

All,  save  one  flower ;  and  she,  with  golden  head 
And  shining  coronet  of  clearest  white, 
She  only,  as  was  wont,  addressed  her  hymn 
To  God. 

And  the  Almighty,  from  His  Throne, 
Accepted,  in  His  tender  love,  her  praise, 
And,  smiling  on  her  bright  upturned  face : 

'  Thou,  little  flower,  alone  didst  trust  and  hope  ! 
And  when  the  sun  withheld  his  face  from  earth, 
In  praise  raised  thine  to  Me  at  break  of  morn. 
And,  that  thy  faith  may  have  its  due  reward, 
Henceforth  thou  shalt  be  called,  "  The  Eye  of  Day."  ' 


EPILOGUE 

I,  WHO  sit  under  my  fig  tree, 

Pity  the  man  in  the  street, 
Walking  from  day-dawn  till  nightfall, 

With  weary  and  blistering  feet 

I,  who  dream  dreams  and  see  visions, 

Pity  the  mentally  blind, 
Groping  his  way  on  the  pavement, 

The  beautiful  country  behind. 

I,  who  can  recognise  quickly, 

'  That  fruit  has  been  plucked  from  the  Tree 
All -Father  Adam  helped  plunder  : ' 

What's  the  advantage  to  me  ? 
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Much — if  my  eyes  were  but  open 

Also  to  grasp  at  first  sight, 
'  That  leaf's  for  the  healing  of  nations, 

It's  noble,  and  holy,  and  right.' 
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